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P R O L OG u E 


Spoken at EDINBURGH. 


O77 has this audience merry humonr ſhown, 

And laugh'd at blockheads, blockheads not their own. 
This night our ſcenes no common laugh demand, 
He comes, the blockhead of your native land, 
DovGcLas, a dunce through all the world rengun d, 
A dunce who rouſes like the bagpipe's ſound. . 


Liſten attentive to the various tale, 
Mark if the author's comic feelings fail. 
Sway'd by alternate hopes, alternate fears, ' 
He waits the teſt of your congenial ſneers. 
If they ſhall grin, back to the muſe he flies, 
And bids your blockheads in ſucceſſion riſe ; 
Collecti the wand ring wretches as they roam, 
DpuGLAs aſſures them of a welcome home, 


DRAM AT IS PERSONKE. 


POETASTER. 

ATHEOS, 

MoRALIsS, Friends to PoOETASTER. 
RaABULA, 

MODERATOR. 

Lucivs, Enemy to POETASTER. 
SHAKESPEAR's Ghoſt. 


OTway's Ghoſt. 


WOM E N. 


Lady TEARSHEET. 


ANNA. 
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& ©. 
A bedchamber. 


Enter Lady TEARSHEET and POETASTER. 


T EARSHEET. 
O-morrow's ſun ſhall uſher in the day, 

The great, th important day, big with the fate 

Of PogTAasTER. Words cannot expreſs 
How much I dread th” aſſembly of your brethren, 
In every lane and ſtreet the bugbears ſwarm ; 
In gait and black array moſt like they ſeem 
To the forerunners of a funeral. 
O my beloved, pacify thoſe men, 
And ſooth their boſoms with your ſyren tongue. 
| POETASTER. 
I am not Orpheus, Lady ;—though I were, 
I would not proſtitute the power of ſong, 
To ſoften ſtones, or humanize the brutes, 

A 2 O 


ey. 
O GENERAL ASSEMBLY ! ne'er will I 
Submit to thee, thou many-body*d monſter. 
Did Hercules, when he attack'd the Hydra, 
Accoſt its various heads? Did Jove addrefs 
Th' enormous giant with a hundred hands ? 
“ Oft have I (when a ſimple ſchool-boy) read 
4 Of wondrous deeds by one bold arm atchiev'd ; 
I know no chief that will defy myſelf.” 
And did I lack ſupport, © Pve kinſmen near, 
« Brothers, that ſhrink not from cqch others ſide, 
« And fond companions fill my warlike files.” 
: Lady TEARSHEET. 
Rebuke, though e'er ſo ſharp, would not cut deep; 
Suſpenſion would afford thee time to write ; 
All day you would compoſe your pretty plays, 
And all night wanton. in thy TEARSHEET'S arms. 
But, O my love, beſeech theſe cruel men, 
6e By him that dy'd upon the curſed tree, 
« And by the bleſſed croſs, and King of kings,“ 
Not to deprive you of your benefice. 
By thoſe fanatics if thou ſhouldſt be turn'd 
d Out to the mercy of the winter's wind, 
« My beautiful ! my brave! what wilt thou do?“ 

 _PoETASTER. 

« 'I hear no more; this melody would make 
« Your poet drop his pen, or write burleſques, 
Poems and ballads on his own compoſures. 
Straitway I hie me to hold dialogues 
With ſelect friends about to-morrow's combat. 
No carking care would I bring to thy bed, 


And therefore ſhall this night with ATHEos ſleep. 
Lady, farewell; I leave thee not alone, 
K | « Yonder 
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« Yonder comes one will make my abſence light. 


| (Exit. 
Enter MoRaL1s. 


« What doſt thou muſe on, meditating maid ? ” 
Lady TEARSHEPT. 

O! ſweet MoRAL1s, 1 am fore beſet. 

You are not ignorant, how cloſe of late 

Has been my union with your gen'rous friend. 

« Alas ! ſome months ago I found myſelt 

« As women wilh to be who love their lords.” 

MoRALIS. 

And why for this ſhonld Lady TEARSHEET l ? 

« You for a living lover bear your pains, 

a And he will bleſs you when a man is born.” 


Lady TEARSHEET. 
His brethren (if I ſo may call them) threaten 


To ſeize his ſtipend, and he marketh not 

« Which way the current of their temper ſets ; 

« And therefore he muſt be condemn'd to walk, 

« Like a guilt-troubled ghoſt, his painful rounds, 

« And ſtarving wander through a ſcorning world.” 
M oRALIS: 

Nine clergymen him follow'd to the box. 

One of the nine was I. Methought, by heav'n, 

When I ſurvey'd him in the midſt of us, 

We were a fairer ſpectacle to ſee, 

Than the nine muſes, with their preſident 

Apolls, though they are divinities, 

And we but mortal men. Retire, fair Lady, 

And baniſh anxious bodings from your thoughts, 

* The play of DovcLas will protect itſelf.” 


End of the Fixs T AcT. 
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A bedchamber. 


Curtain draws, and diſcovers POETASTER and ATHE OS 
fleeping. SHAKESPEAR's ghoſt riſes, with the tra- 
gedy of DOUGLAs in his hand. 


O now, theſe barkers at my reputation 
Are ſnoring in their kennel—Well, ſleep on— 
When I deſcribe the characters of men, 
And paint them as they are, he calls it barbarifm. 
[ pointing to ATHEOS 
When Sir John Falſtaff and the Prince appear, 
*Tis barbarous to make you ſo to laugh; 
And when the gentle Deſdemona dies, 
*Tis barbarous to make you ſo to weep. 
And am I then n to ſuch a Play-thing ? 
| [bowing DoucLas, 
Are there no ladders wherewithal to ſcale 
The fort of Fame, but you muſt climb to it. 
[ pointing to PoE TAS TER. 
Hoiſted upon my ſhoulders ?—Well, ſleep on; 
Yet ſhall the ſteam of Styx, and breath of furies, 
Be poppies to thine eyes, thou demi. devil. 
[ pointing to ATHEOS: 
If 0tway and myſelf muſt yield to thee, 
[ pointing to POETASTER. 
"Twas true, no dream, that ſun and moon deſcended, 


And made obeiſance to the ſtripling 7o/eph. [vaniſhes. 
OTwWaY's 
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OTwaY's ghoſt riſes. 
I led a wretched life, and dy'd for hunger, 
Had not a cruſt of bread to give my ſtomach, 
Whoſe ever-craving, agonizing throes, | 
Gnaw'd me to death. 
Yet did the fame my compoſitions gain'd, 
Sooth my forlorn ſhade ! But thou, inhuman ! 
Haſt been endeavouring to filch that fame, 
And rob me of my all. O! I could weep 
With BELvIDERA's or MoNIMIA's eyes, 
To ſee the godlike SHAKESPEAR fo contemn'd, 
Myſelf ſo diſregarded. [vaniſhes, 
PoOETASTER wakens. 
Sleep'ſt thou yet, ATHEOS | then thou haſt not dream'd 
Of ſuch drear ſcenes as I've. © Ye miniſters 
« Of gracious Heav'n, who love the human race ! 
« Angels and ſeraphs ! who delight in goodneſs, 
« Forſake your ſkies, and to his couch deſcend; 
« There from his fancy chaſe thoſe diſmal forms 
% That haunted me juſt now; his ſpirit charm 
« With images celeſtial, ſuch as pleaſe 
The bleſs'd above upon their golden beds.” 
h ATHEOsS wakens. 
Ha! what didſt thou ſay, my PoE TAs TER 
Didſt' talk of ſweet repoſe? I taſted none. 
Two angry ghoſts diſturb'd my midnight-ſleep : 
Though pale they were and wan, and in their dead-cloaths ; 
Yet ſomething very noble ſeem'd about them; 
Oft did they frown on me, and oft on thee, 
« And ever ang anon they vow'd revenge.” 


| POETASTER. 
O! ATHEOS, with thee this night I've ſhar d, 


Not 


[ 107] 

Not only the ſame couch, but the ſame wa, 

I dream'd that my departed ſpirit led 

To the infernal regions; there I ſought, 

And found at length the bleſs'd Ely/ian fields, 
Where happy poets dwell. I heard the lyres 
Of Homer and of Maro in ſweet concert ; 
SHAKESPEAR above them all I ſaw exalted, 

An cager-liſt'ning croud ſurrounded him ; 

To whom he ſaid, that © all the world's a ſtage, 
4 And all the men and women merely players.” 
I thought, ſure I can ſpeak to better purpoſe ; 
And would have ſtopp'd him while he ſo harangu'd, 
Had not ſome little ugly goblins ſeiz'd 

And carried me before the three ſtern judges, 
Whoſe nod determines all affairs in hell. 

I was arraign'd of being a wretched poet, 
One whoſe unmanner'd mouth, whene'er it drunk, 
Made Helicon's pure font a nauſeous puddle. 
My judges (beſhrew them for it) order'd 

My play, my DovcLas, forthwith to be ſunk 
In LETHE's ſtream, myſelf for ever chain'd, 
And link'd with Bayes, to walk that river's banks, 


ATHE 0s. 


Go to, we both have dream'd, that's all the matter: 
Some few hours hence, and you muſt ſtand your trial: 


Come, let us then go dreſs, and to the pannel. 


{ Pſhaw ! be not diſcompos'd. © Departed ghoſts 


& Arc n&er permitted to review this world.” 


End of the SxcoND AcT. 
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A C-T III. 
The New Church. 


The General Aſſembly ſitting. 


MODERATOR. 


Rethren, you've heard by ſev'ral overtures, 

| How POETASTER, author of the DOUGLAS, 
(Such is the deſignation he affects), 

For many months was abſent from his pariſh ; 
Which many months he threw away at London 
With actors, actreſſes, and ſuch canaillie, 
Hoarding moſt filthy lucre. Reverend Sirs, 

Your ſentiments on this behaviour, 


RaBULA. 


Moſt Reverend Moderator, © rude I am 
« In ſpeech and manners: never till this hour 
« Stood I in ſuch a preſence: yer, dear Sir, 
« There's ſomething in my breaſt which makes me ſay, 
« That PoETASTER ne'er will ſhame the KIRK.” 
I grant, 'tis new for a Scotch clergyman 
To write a tragecy ; but one that's perfect 
Is full as new; and ſuch a play is his. 
And had he ſinn'd, his youth, his modeſty 
Would plead moſt powerfully in his behalf. 
B Let 


1 
Let us diſmiſs him, Sir, and bid him go, 
« In peace and ſafety to his pleaſant home.“ 
| Lucius. 

Moſt Reverend Moderator, I am ſorry 
From RAaBULA to differ; but far more ſo 
To give my voice for puniſhing a brother : 
And yet to me it ſeems deteſtable, 
That a Scotch miniſter, a holy man, 
Should thus forego his cloth, and waſte his time, 
Secking the bubble reputation, 
Even in the player's mouth; and, what is worſe, 
Seeking an augmentation from the ſtage. 
There was a man whom I remember well, 
I will not ſay that he was deeply {kild 
In policy eccleſiaſtical, 
Of which we now hear much ; yet, as a dove, 
Harmleſs was he, though not as ſerpents ſubtle ; 
An honeſt man he was, and once our brother : 
GILLESPIE was his name ; but, with diſgrace, 
We did expel him our ſociety, 
Becauſe he ſet his conſcience gainſt the law. 
And you will call to mind how PotTasTER 
At that time thunder'd in your ears DEPOSE. 
And is there then no law againſt the ſtage ? 
« Have pity on his youth!“ Why, he had none 
On poor GILLESPIE's age. This POETASTER 
May earn his bread with pleaſure on the ſtage ; 
_ GILLESPIE could not, would not. *Tis my thought, 

That we ſhould ftrip of all his holy things 


This author of the DoucLas, 


MODERATOR. 


L- 13. ] 
| MoDERATOR-. 
The queſtion then will be, Depoſe or Not ? 
ark call the rolls. 


I carries Depoſe ; upon which P OETASTER runs 
out, and the ſcene ſhuts. 


Re-enter POETASTER. 
Well, 1 will earn my bread upon the ſtage ; 
And in the playhouſe ſure there is no danger 
Of depoſition. How pleaſant will it be 
To act my own performances 


Enter ANNA. 


O! PoETASTER ! 
POETASTER. 
« Speak, I can hear of * 
ANNA. 
« Horror indeed ! 
* POETASTER. 
« Lady TeaRSHEETT 
ANNA. 
« Is yours no more. 
My Lady TEARSHEET cannot ſhare your bed 
Without your ſtipend ; therefore ſhe juſt now 
To a new lover yields her beauteous limbs. 
* O had you ſeen her laſt deſpairing look! 
« Upon the brink ſhe ſtood, and caſt her eyes 
« Down on the bed ; then lifting up her head 
« And her white hands to heav'n, ſeeming to ſay, 
Why am I forc'd to this? ſhe plung'd herſelf 


Into the empty couch.” 
POETASTER. 


14 9.0 

__ PogTaASTER. 

1 will not vent 

« In vain complaints the paſſion of my ſoul. | 
« Peace in this world I never can enjoy. 
Anxa, farewel ! I am reſolv'd t enliſt 
Forthwith for the Weſt Indies; there ll go 
« Straight to the battle, where, the man that makes 
4 Me turn ak, —_ threaten worſe than a! 
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